
"Tanglfcbank" The Suburban Besi-
dence of Mr. Parker Mann.

OVERLOOKING ROCK CREEK.

A Horn* That 14 Much Admired.Quaint In

D«alfa nod Construction.Furniture and

Library of Ciiarlet O'Connor Diamond
Fanad aad Latticed Windows.

One of the noit interesting features con¬

nected with the growth of Washington in re¬

cent years is the remarkable way in which the
city has spread out toward the northwest, over

the height* that once seemed such a natural
boundary for the city, and down into the valley
of Bock creek and beyond, so that now it would
be a difficult matter indeed to say how far it
should go and no farther. Some of the most
artistic house* are to be found in this section,
and the Terr fact of the abundance of room
that was to be had has given a freedom of sty]f
to the architecture and a sort of suburban tone
to all the residences that is decidedly pleasing.
One of the most attractive houses in this

part of the city and one that has received as

much favorable attention as any is ^Tangle-
bank." the home of Mr. and Mrs. Farker Mann.
Located at almost the western end of Kal-
orama avenue it is on the very crest of the hill
that commands such a magnificent view of the
Hock Creek valley and the hills beyond. It
would be hard to imagine a more delightful
location at »ny time of year, for while to all
intents and purposes it is in the country, yet it
is but a short distance from the heart of the
city, a section of the city's anatomy that is rap¬
idly moving out in that direction.
The house itself is in keeping with its loca¬

tion. Architects, they say, repeat their oan
ideas,and sometimes other peonies', but Tan-
glebaiik is original. From foundation to
weather vane it is the creation of its artist
owner, who has succeeded in constructing a

house that is artistic and «^uaint as well a.* emi¬
nently comfortable and homelike. One's first
idea on approaching the house is that it is low
and. in a a ay. rambling. The lirst story is of
re I brick end the woodwork around it is all of
a dull *hade of gr» en. anile the second story is
shingle 1 and finished in the same pleasing
.hade of red as the first. The steep pitch of
the r »of in places and a number of piazzas nnd
quaint gables peeping out in various place*
nipsin the bud any idea of monotony in the
general efleet.

FTKrrLAcr r* the inr.t*
The hallway is very wide, and. like the whole

house in fact, is really larger than it se ¦> as at
the first glance, for the ceilincs here, as well a* jIn all the rooms, are low. and the general effect '

of the furnishing and decoration is dark. All
the woodwork on the tirst floor, with the excep¬
tion of the main staircase, is painted a dead
black. The mantels, the door frames, the win¬
dow frames and seats are all of this somber hue.
but the effect is decidedly pleasing. The gen¬
eral ton«» is subdued and. in a sei?-e, the bouse
looks o Id. There is nothing glaring and there
are no striking effects anywhere. Almost all of
the furniture in the lower part of the hon*e in
very old. a large part of it having been used
for certainly more than s half century !>y Mr.
1 harles O « or.nor. the great lawyer.
Every window in the house is diamond

pamed and latticed and a curious fact con¬
nected with the lighting of the house is that
The entir . system was designed with reference
to the hanging of pictures. In the hallway
and ir all the larger rooms the windows are a
one end, only and thus all cross lights are
.voided. In th»* hall the windows ar«- on both
si \»« of tiie entrance door. The ceiiing is of
Venetian red woodwork with cross beams, and
the walls ar** ti*vi.»he t in the same peculiar
thade of r«¦.! th.it seems to run through the
design of the whole house as the underlying
motive.
To the Teft of the entrance is a handsome

black mmtelpi'-re surrounding a brick and
terra cotta fireplace and surmounted by a liue
portrait of Mr O'Connor. The handsome
s'aircase runs u:> trom the renter of the hall
%*irh two turns and a landing or gallery above
ami in the r« ar. A red woodwork screen,
pe kdent from th»- ceiling. runs across the hall
and snpjNirts a daintv rilken curtain on either
Side of tfie pillars at the foot of the stairs.

a WtVP I5TO THI PARLOR.
The main parlor is on the right. Tlere the

prevailing tone is copper color and the floor is
covered with velvet n'ling of that solid color
with a aumber of choice oriental rugs scattered
around in a very effective way. B»£ comforta¬
ble divan* and equally inviting easy chairs are
placed in an arti«ti<»allr h phasnrd manner in
every avsilable *pot. and ?h« old French s»*t of
furniture h.»* long since lost any sir of unpleas¬
ant newness th« r it may ever have had. Under
the long, low latticed window at the south end of

room runs a Li« window seat built in and
piled up with rugs and pillows. On the east is a
doorway tnat opens upon a wide piazza, a m «t
delightful retreit on summer evenings. The
mantelpiece »? ef simple black with a terra¬
cotta tiling around the fir* place.It is from the w.dls. howev? r, tliat an artist
Would derive the greatest pleasure, for all the
ava-iable space iscovered w:th choice paintings.There is a gem by Leroll**. whose paintingshave gained such prominence in the Seney col¬lection. Tber*; are two hv Audukiewicz. and
on- bv the well-known Spanish painter. San¬chez Pelliev. Max tVeyl. J. H. Moser, HarryC'iaase. Mrs. J. Y. Murphy. C. If. Duvu. Be!tonJor.es. Delaneey GiH. Frank Jones. J. FrancisMurphy and Carl Miliner are some of the others
who have excellent examples of their workhung on the wslls at Tanglebank.

All one nde of the dining room, which is
in the rear of the parlor, is tak«-n up with
latticed windows looking otT toward the east
and £ood*ng the room aith light. On the largemahogany sideboard are ranged a number of
beautiful specimens of china and cut glass, of
whi«-h Mrs. Mann has * fine collection, much
of it beirg very old and rare. The floor is
carpeted in red and the furniture is of the
asm** peculiar shade that is to be seen in so

many places throughout the houe*.
A* ARTISTIC STAIRWAY.

Across the hall from the parlor is a pretty
little octagonal music room and sitting room
that is as pleasant a place ss one could wvll
liaa^-ue. Hure is the g*and piano and a bun-

dred and one little knicknacks and prettythings that go « lone war toward making life
pleasant and attractive.
The octagonal library in the rear is not a

large room mil ret more than 3.00U books are

THE UTAIBWAT.
crowdcd around on the walla in plain black
shelves that hare neither curtains nor glassdoors to bother the seeker after hook lore. The
spirit of the room is well given in a couplet by> rank Dempster Sherman, that is painted abovethe fireplace:'.(lire the room where every nook

Is dedicated to a book.**
There is not a hare spot on the walls any¬where. and a person sitting in the room is com¬

pletely surrounded by books. Even the half
dozen windows are placed high and in a row
between the top of the shelves and the ceiling.The library is rather miscellaneous in charac¬
ter. though strongest, perhaps, in books of
reference. There are a number of carious and
voluable works in the collection, most of which
belonged to the late Charles O'Connor. One
of them, the "Mnximes of Reason." Edmond
Wingate. 1643. bears upon the title page the auto¬
graph of Aaron Curr, and under it that of Mr.
O'Connor. Another large volume is filled with
a collection of autographs of most of the prom¬
inent men this country has seen. Many of the
autographs and papers in the book are ex¬
tremely rare and it is quit* likely that this col¬
lection will sooner or later find Its way into
the National Museum.

A C0RHE1I IS THE RTF!)10.
On the sloping hillside in the rear of the

house and connected with it by a covered
passageway is a large building, constructed on
lines in harmony with the bouse and making a
sort of background for it. The greater part of
tlie upper story of this building is fitted up
au.l used by Mr. Maun as a studio. It is a most
artistic and delightful great room,
with a high ceiling and rafters of a
dull red. like all the rest of the wood work, with
easels and sketches and finished paintings scat¬
tered around in profusion iind a big brick tire-
place capable of consuming almost unlimited
amounts of firewood. The room is lighted by
an immense north window, giving a splendid
view up the valley of Rock creek, the scenery of
which Las furnished the theme for a great deal
of Mr. Mann's most pleasing work. Curios and
artistic bric-a-brae of all sorts fill tho room,
and altogether it comes as near being an ideal
studio as any artist could well ask for.

Written for The Eveainsr Stsr.
General Mierman.

A valiant son of Mars, great and sublime.
Whose glory is net spanned by his own time,
Amonetae ages' geaerals looms he,
A Welleeley in the armies of the free.

A MolUe, too. In majesty and might,
A Norman of the Normans, princely knight;
A stanch and sturdy soldier-citizen
Whose sword commauded hosts of warriag men.

Faithful was he to freedom and to right.
Yet first to welcome from fraternal tlgtt;
A champion in battle, aud In peace
A Roman of old ttt me. a Greek of Greece.
Honor to shermaa. courtly, brave and grand.
Whose fame shall blossom through the fatherland!
All pjeans to his glory, and a tear
I'pon a dauntless hero's martial blerl

ColnmMa will mourn the patriot dead
And weave a chaple. tor his warrior head;
While loyal soldier-souls, in deep distress.
Bowed down beside his grave, his memory bleu.
The flag he loved droops sadly at the mast
For one wliose a.gii career was nobly parsed;
ilis country through the centuries will scan
Ihc Chrst an general aud gentlema i.

A gallant son of war. stiberh, sublime.
With nature neither gauged by race nor clime,
Among the nation's forem tst rank stands he,
A Frederick in the forces of the free.

.David Graham adek.

Iiallroad Incivility.
From Chambers' Journal.

All railway companies are very particular
about civility being shown to the public, with
perhaps oue exception, known to most railway
men: but even that company has now improved
in this respect, as well as in many other,1. A
bald-beaded director of this company was travel¬
ing with some stringers, and at one of the
Htations one of tiiem asktd the name of the
place. A porter pointed to the name board,
remarking. "Can t you read?" The director
wits s. m what vexed, but said nothing. At the
ii'xt st.tuin another of the passengors asked
v' they changed there for A.. "Sit still and
don't bother; tiiis ain't a junction," the porter
replied. Hie director, who was much sur¬
prised at the incivility of the porters, told tho
strangers who he wis. and expressed regret
that they had been so spoken to. "I will see,
however." he said, "if they will speak in the
saite way to me." At the next station he putliis head out of the window, but could get no
one's attention til! the train was moving off,
when a porter ci.nie up and shouted to him:
"Keep your bald bead ill. old duffer, or you'll
cateli cold." He fumed with rage, but the
strangers seemed to enjov his defeat.
There was trouble at those three stations the

next day. and three faces were seen no more
on those platforms.

A Deadly Iusult.
From Puc

Dm'eson.'Aw, I say, waihtali. what is this
dish hyah?"

Wa.it.-r .' That, sir? Macaroni an Chappie,sir."
Du'eeon."Maeawoni au Chappie? Ah.oh.

what's that, i>»»y?"
"Walter.Macaroni and calves' brains, sir.'

m
Itpfonn in Nevada.

From the Yijvini* (.XVv. i Cbroul* !e.
Among the first acts tod^r of Principal

W tliers:H>on of the Uigh School was to issue
an edict against gum chewing. A rebellious
youth who persisted in working his jaws against
the statute in such cases nu>de and provided
was subjected to a proccsa which caused him to
drop liis quid as though it had been a cayenneI lozenge.

In No Dancer.
From the Indianapolis Journal.
Mrs. Figg.-Tommy ! Tommy! That is no

way for you to talk. Even if your little play¬
mate u wrong in what be says, you should net
call him a liar "

Tonini;. . Whv not. ma? I can lick him easyenough, an' he knows it."

Qrix a I.arocbb i*w>sesees in the highest degree1 th. restorative and tnvig.irsting qualities of cio-
rhona jieruvlsu hark), which is me '..est known
moficitie for giving tone to the digestive organs;it succeeds completely in reino\ing languor, weafc-
nitsa. wasting i.aeases. excessive thinness and (lie-
ins'. at stgu of iood; U is the beet remedy for feverj aud ague.

KIPLING STILL SNARLS
He Finds Fault With AmericaWher¬

ever He Goes.

OUR DEFENSELESS COASTS.

N»w York Mth« Merry of Two or Thr«« Chi-
dtm Iron ('lails- Baffilo u It Appramllo
the Foreigner.Inland Port* ud * Toronto
Oonboat.Why England Will Not Flffat III.

Written for The Kvenlar fftar. [Copyrishted.

JUST SUPPOSE THAT AMERICA WERE
twenty day* diatant from England. Then a

man could atudy ita cyatoma with undivided
eoul; bat being to very near next door lie goo*
about the land with one eye on the smoke of
the flesh pota of the old country across the seas,
while with the other he squints biliously and
prejudicially at the alien.

I can lay my hand upon my sacred heart and
nfiirm that up to today I have never taken three
consecutive trip* by rail without being delayed
by an accident. That it was an accident to an¬
other train makes no difference. My own tnrn
may come next A few milee from peaceful,
pleasure-loving Lakewood they bad managed to
upeet an express goods train to the detriment
of the flimsy permanent way; and thus the
train which should hare left at three departed
at seven in the evening. I was not angry. I
was acarcely even interested. When an Amer¬
ican train starts on time I begin to anticipate
di.<*ster.a visitation for such good luck, you
understand.
Buffalo ia a large village of a quarter of a

million inhabitant* situated on the eeasnore,
which ia falsely called Lake Erie. It ia a peace¬
ful place and more like an English county town
than moat of its friends. Onoe clear of tlie
main buainem streets vou launeh upon mile*
and miles of asphalted road* running between
cottages and cut-stone residences of those who
have money and peace. All the oaatern cities
own this fringe of elegance, bat except in Chi-
csgo nowhere is the fringe deeper or more

heavily widened than in Buffalo.
WHY THE AMERICAN WOJl't VOTE.

The American will go to a bad place because he
car.not speak English and ia proud of it; but he
knows how to rnako a home for himself and hia
mate: knows how to keep ihegraas green in front
of his veranda and how to fullest use the mechan¬
ism of life.hot water, gas, good bell ropes,
telephones, Ac. His shops sell him delightful
household fitments at very moderate rates,
and he ia encompassed with all manner of labor
saving appliances. This does not prevent his
wife and his daughter working themselves to
death over household drudgery, but the inten¬
tion is good.
When you have seen the outside* of a few

hundred thousand of these homes and the in¬
side* of a few score, you begin to understand
why the American (the respectable one) doe*
not take a deep interest in what they call "poli¬
tics," and why he is so vaguelv and generally
proud of the country that enabfes him to be so
comfortable How can the owner of a dainty
chalet, with smoked oak furniture, imitation
Venetian tapestry curtains, hot and cold water
laid on. a bed of geraniums and hollyhocks, a
baby crawling down the veranda and a self-
acting twirly-wliirly hose gently hissing over
the grass in the balmy dusk of an August even¬

ing.how can such a man despair of the repub¬
lic or descend into the streets on voting daya
and mix cheerfully with "the boys?"
No, it is the slianger--the homeless jackal of

a stranger.whose interest ill the country is
limited to his hotel bill and a railway ticket,
that can run from Pan to Beersh»ba crying
"All is barrenEvery good American wants
a home.a pretty house and a little piece of
land of his very own, and every other good
American seems to get it.

axebica's lotmim. MxnniAoxs.
It was when my gigantic intellect was grap¬

pling with this question that I confirmed a dis¬
covery half made in the west. The natives of
most classes marry young.absurdly young.
One of my informants.not the twenty-two-
year-old husband I met on Lake Chautauqua.
>aid that from twenty to twenty-four was about
to* usual timo for this folly. And when I asked
whether the practice was routined to the oon-
stitutionallv improvident classes,he aaid, "No,"
very quickly. He said it was a general custom
and nobody saw anything wrong with it.
"I guesa, perhaps, very early marriage may

account for a good der.1 of the divorce," said
he, reflectively. Whereat I was silent. Their
marriages and their divorces only concern these
people, and neither I traveling nor you who
may come after have any right to make rude
remarks about them. Only only coming froin
u land where a man begins to lightly turn to
thoughts of lore not before he is JO, I own that
playing at housekeeping before that age rather
surprised me. Out in the west, though, thev
marry boys and girls from sixteen upwarj.
and I have met more than one bride of fifteen.
husband aged twenty. "When man and woman
are agreed what can the Kit7,i do?"
From those jieaceful homes and the envv

they inspire (two trunks and a walking stick
and a bit of pine forest in British Columbia are
not satisfactory any way you look at them) I
turned me to the lake tront of Buffalo, where
the steamers bellow to the grain elevators and
the locomotive:* yell to the coal shutesand the
canal barges joatie the lumber raft half a mile
long as it snakes across the water in tow of a
launch, and earth and sky and aea alike are
thick with smoke.

In the old days before the railway ran into
the city all the business quarters fringed the
lake shore, where the traffic won largest. Today
the business quarter* have gone up town to
meet the railroad; the lake traffic still exists,
but vou shall find a narrow belt of redbrick
desolation, broken windows, gap-toothed doors
and streets where the grass grows between the
crowded wharves and the bustling city. To the
lake front comes wheat from Chicago*, lumber,
coal and ore uud a large trade ia cheap excur¬
sionists.

ECfTAlXj'R WHEAT ELEVATORS.
It was my felicity to catch a grain steamer

and an elevator emptying that same steamer.
The steamer might have been two thouaaiid
tons burden. She was laden with wheat in
bulk; from stem to atern thirteen feet deep lay
the clean red wheat. Th?re was no twenty-five
pur cent dirt admixture about it at all. It was
wheat, lit for the grindstones as it lav. Thcv
maneuvered the foreliatch of that steamer di¬
rectly under an elevator.a house of red tin a
hundred and titty teet high. Then they let
down into that fore hatch a trunk as if it had
been the trunk of an elephant, but stiff because
it wa, a pi|>e of iron-clauiped wood. And the
trunk liuil a steel shod nose to it and contained
an i udless chain of ateel buckets.
Then the captain swore, raising his eyes to

heaven, and a gruff voice answered him from
the place he swore at, and certain machinery,
ulno 111 the firmament, began to clack and the
glittering steel shod nosu of that trunk bur¬
rowed into the wheat and the wheat quivered
and sank upon the instant as water sink* when
the siphon sucks, because the steel buckets
within the trunk were dying upon their endless
round carrying away each its appointed morsel
of wheat. ,

The elevator was a Persian well wheel.a
wheel squashed out thin and cased in n pipe; a
wheel driven not by bullocks, but by much
horse power, licking up the grain at the* rate of
thousands of bushels the hour. And the wheat
sank into the forehateli while a man looked.
sank till the brown timbers of the bulkheads
showed bare and men leaped down throughclouds of golden dust and ahoveled the wheat
furiouidy around the now; of the trunk and got
a steam shovel of glittering steel and made
that shovel also till tliere remained of the grain
not more than u horse leaves in the fold 01 his

1 nosebag.
lu this manner do they handle wheat at Buf-

fido. On one side of the elevator is the steamer.
011 the other the railway track, and the wheat
1* loaded into the curs in bulk. Wah, wab!
God is great and I do not think He ever in¬
tended Gar Aahai or Lucktuan Navain to sup¬ply Kngland with her wheat. India can cut in
uot without profit to herself when her harvest
is good and the American yield poor, but this
very big country can upon the averagesupply the earth with all the beef and bread
that is required.

FHEE TRADE IX BPEETH.
A man in a train aaid to me:

e kin feed all the earth jeet a* easily at we
kin whip all the earth." Now the second state¬
ment is as false as the first is true. One of
these days the respectable republic will find
this out.*

I'nl >rtunstely we, the English, will never be
the people to teach her; because she is a char¬
tered libertine allowed to say and do anything¦he likes, from demanding the head of the em¬
press in an editorial waste basket to chevyiugCanadian schooners up and down the Alaska
seas. It Is perfectly impossible to so to war
with the*" people whatever they may do. They
are iauch too nice in the first place, and in the
second it would throw oat all the paaeenger
traffic of the Atlantic and upset the financial
arrangements of the English syndicate* who
have invested their money in breweries, rail-

j way* aad the like, and in the third it'* not to be

done. Everybody know* that, and no on* bet¬
tor than the American.

KRW TOM city's PERILS.
Yet there are other power* who are no* "ohai

band" (of the brotherhood^.China. for in¬
stance. Try to beliere an irresponsible writer
when he assure* von that China * Beet today, if
properly manned, could waft the entire Ameri-
can navv out of the water and into the blue.
The big,' fat republic that ii afraid of nothing
because nothing up to the present date ha*
happened to make her afraid, is aa unprotected
a* a Jellyfish. Sot internally, of cour*e.it
would be madness for any power to throw men
into America; they would die.bat aa far aa
regard* coaat defense.
From fire mile* out at *ea (1 hare seen a teat

of her "fortified'' porta) a ship of the power of
H.M.8. Collingwood (they haven't run her on a
rock yet?) would wipe out an* or erery town
from San Francisco to Long Branch: and three
firat-class ironclad* would account for New
York. liartholJi s atatue and all.

Reflect on thi». 'Twonldbe "Pay up or go
up" round the entire coast of the United States.
To this furiously answers the patriotic Ameri¬
can:
"We should not pay. We should invent a

columbiad in Pittsburg or.or anywhere else
and blow any outsider into h 1." They
might invent. They might lay waste their
cities and retire inland, for they can *absist en¬
tirely on their own produce. Meantime, in a
war wngiftd the only way it could be waged by
an unscrupulous power, their coast citie* and
their dockyards would be ashes. They could
construct their navy inland if they likod, but
you could never briug a ship down to the water¬
ways, as they stand now.

TROOPS PXNHKD IV.
They could not, with an ordinary water

patrol, dispatch one regiment of men six miles
across the seas. There would be about five
million excessively angry, armed men, pent upwithin American limit*. These men would re¬
quire ships to get themselves afloat. The coun¬
try has no such ships and until the ships were
built New York need not be allowed a singlewheeled carriage within her limits.
Heboid now the glorious condition of this

republic whioh has no fenr. There is ransom
and loot past the counting of man on her sea¬
board alone.plunder that would enrich a
nation.and she ha* neither a navy nor half *
dozen first-class port* to gutrd the whole. No
msn catches a snake by the tail, because the
creaturc will sting; but you can build afire
around a snake that will make it squirm.The country is supposed to be building a
navy now. When the hips are completed her
alliance will be worth having.if the alliance
of any republic can be relied upon. For the
next three years she can be hurt and badlyhurt. Pity it is that she is of our own blood,
looking at'the matter from a PinJarris point of
view. Dog cannot eat dog.

OUR LAKE PORTS DOOMED.
These sinful reflections were prompted by

the sight of the beautifully unprotected con¬
dition of Buffalo.a city that could be made to
pay up S5.000.000 without feeling it. There
are her companies of infantry in a sort of portthere. A gunboat braught over in pieces from
Niagara could get the money nnd get away bo-
fore she could be caught, while an unarmoted
gunboat guarding Toronto could ravage the
towns on the lakes. When one hear* so tnnoh
of the nation that can whip the earth it is, to
say the least of it, surprising to find her so
temptingly spankable.
The average American citizen seems to have

a notion that any power engaged in strife
with the Star Spangled Banner will disembark
men from flat-bottomed boats on a convenient
beach for the purpose of being Bhot down bylocal militia. In his own simple phraseology:"Not by a darned sight. No. sir." Hansom
at long range will be about the size of it.cash
or crush.
Let us revisit calmer scenes.

provincial society's diversions.
In the heart of Buffalo there stands a mag¬

nificent building which the population do in¬
nocently style a music hall. EveryWjly comes
here of evening* to sit round littletalMea-suwl
listen to a tirst-class orchestra. £tie,)plaeei it
something like the Gaietv Theater ultMmi*,
enlarged twenty times. The "Light Brigadeof Buffalo occupy the boxes and the stage, "as
it was at Simla in the dnys of old," and the
others sit in the parquet. Here I went with a
friend.poor or boor is the man who cannot
pick up a friend for a season in America.end
here was shown tho really smart folk of the
city. I grieve to say 1 laughed, because when
au American wishos to bo correct he sets him¬
self to imitate the Englishman. This ho does
vilelv and earns not only the contempt of hisbrethren but the amused scorn of the Briton.

THE BIDICCLOC8 ANULOMAXIAC.
I saw one man who was pointed out to me as

being the glass of fashion hereabouts. He was
aggressively English in his get up. From eye¬
glass to trouser hem the illusion was perfect,but.he wore with evening dress buttoned boots
with*brown cloth tops! Not till I wandered
about this land did I understand why the comic
papersbelaborthe Anglomaniac. Certain young
men of the more idiotic sort launch into dog
carts and raiment of English cut. and here in
Buffalo they play polo at four in the afternoon.
I saw three youths come down to the pologround faultlessly attired for the game and
mounted on their best ponies. Expecting a
game I lingered; but I was mistaken. These
three shining ones with the very new yellowhide boots and the red silk sashes had assembled
tL nun. Ives for the purpose of knocking the ball
about. They smote with great solemnity upand down the ground* while thai Itttla^iboyslooked on. When they trotted, wUehhfNOuM
seldom, they roje and sank in tnnHigtsrrepswith a conscientiousness that cried out "rulingschool!" from afar.
Other young men in the park were ridingafter the English manner, in neatly cut ridingtrousers ami light suddles. Fate in derision

had made each youth bedizen his animal with
a checkered enameled leather brow band visi¬
ble half a mile awav. A black and white check¬
ered brow band. They can t do it, any more
tlian an Englishman hy taking cold can add
that indescribable nasal twang to his orchestra.

ABomENTH FOB PROHIBITION.
The other sight of the evening was a horror.

The little tragedy played itself out at a neigh¬
boring table where two very youug men and
two very young women were sitting. It did not
strike me till far into the evening that the
piinplv youug reprobates were nniking aho
girls drunk. Thcv gave them red -wine tuid
then white, and the voices rose slightly with
the maiden cheeks' flushes. I watched; wishing
to slav, and the youths drank till their speechthickened and their eyeballs grew watery. It
was sickening to see, because I knew what was
going to happen. My friend eyed the groupand said:
"Maybe they're children of respectable peo¬ple. I hardly think, though, they'd be allowed

out without any better escort than these boys.And yet the place is a place where every one
comes, us you see. They may be little im¬moralities'.in which case they wouldn't be so
hopelessly overcome with two glas«es of wine.
They may be"
Whatever they were they got indubitably

drunk.there in that lovely hall, surrounded bytho best of Buffalo society. One could do
nothing except invoke the judgment of heaven
on tho two boys, themselves half sick with
liquor. At the close of the performance the
quieter maiden laughed vacantly and protested
? be couldn't keep her feet. The four liukeJ
arms, and stagguriug, flickered out into the
street.drunk, gentlemen and ladie^ as Davy'sswine, drunk as lords! Tbey disappear downaside avenue, but 1 could hear their laughterlong after they were out of sight.

SAVE THE CBILDREX.
And they were all four children of sixteen

and seventeen. Then, recanting previous
opinions, I became a prohibitionist. Better it
is that a man should go without his beer in
public places and content himself with swear¬
ing at the narrow-mindedness of tho majority;better it is to poison the inside with very vile
teiujKrance drinks and to buy lager furtivelyat back doors than 10 bring temptation to the
lips of the young fools such as the four I bad
seen. 1 understand now why the preachers
rage against drink. I have said:
"There is uo harm in it taken moderately,"and yet my own demand for beer helped "di¬

rectly to send those two girls reeling down the
dark street to.God alone knows what end. If
liquor is worth drinking it i* worth taking a
little trouble to come at.such trouble as a manwill undergo to compass his own desires. It is
not good that we should let it lio before the
eyes of children, and I have been a fool in
writing to the contrary. Very sorry for my¬self I sought a hotel and found in the hull a
reporter who wished to know what I thoughtof the country. Him I lured into conversation
about his own profession and from him gainedmuch that confirmed me iu my views of the
grinding tyranny of that thing which tbey call
the press here. Thus:

FRONTIER PRK88 ENORltlTlSS.
I.But you talk about interviewing people

whether they like it or not Hay* you no
boun<ls beyond which even your indecent ouri-
osity must not go?
He.I haven't struck 'em yet What do youthink of interviewing a widow two hours after

her husband'* death to get her version of hi*
life?
I.I think that is the work of . ghoul. Mustthe people have no privacy?
He.There is no domestic privacy in America.It there waa what the deuce would the papersdo? See here. Some time ago I hadan assign¬ment to write up the floral tributes ahsn a

prominent citisen bad died.

I.Translate please: I don't nnderstaad your
pagan rite* ana ceremonies.
Hp.I m ordered by the offlce to describe

the flower* and wreaths, and *o on, that had
been tent to a dead man'* funeral. Well, I
went to the house. There vu no on* there
to stop me, *o I ranked the tinkler.pulledthe bell.and drifted into the room wlieTe the
corpse lay, all among the roee* and smilax. I
whipped out my notebook and pawed around
among the floral' tribute*, turning up the tick¬
et* on the wreaths and seeing who had seat
which. In the middle of thi* I heard some one
¦aying. "Pleaae, oh, please," behind me, and
there stood the daughter of the house. Justbathed iastear*.
I.You unmitigated brute! '

He.Pretty much what I felt myself. 'Tm
very sorry, mis*," I laid, "to intrude on the
privacy of your grief. Trust me, 1 ahmll make
it ae little painful a* possible"I.But by what conceivable right did yon
outrage ?
He.Hold your horse*. Tm telling yon. Well,

¦he didn' want me in the house at all and be¬
tween her *ob* fairly waved me away. I bad
half the tribute* described, though, and the
balance I did partly on the step* when the stiff
un came out and partly in th* church. The
preacher gave a sermon. That wasn't mv as¬

signment. I skipped about among the floral
tributee while he was talking. I could have
made no excuse if I had gone back to the office
and said that a prettv girl's sobs bad stopped
me obeying orders. (had to do it. What do
you think of it all?

I (slowlv).Do yon want to know?
He (with hi* note book ready).Of course.

How do yon regard it?
I.It makes me regard your interesting

nation with the same shuddering curioeity that
I should bestow on a Papuan cannibal chewingthe scalp off hi* mother * skull. Doe* that con¬
vey any idea to your mind? It makee me re-

Cd the whole pack of you a* heathen.real
then.not the sort you send mission* to.

erentures of another flesb and blood. You
ought to have been shot, not dead, but throughthe stomach for your share in the scandalous
business, and the thing you call vour news¬
paper ought to have been sacked i>y the mob
and the managing proprietor hanged.
He.From which I suppose you have nothing

of that kind in your country?
Oh, Pioneer, venerable Pioneer, and you not

less honest press of India who are occasionally
dull but never blackguardly, what could I sav?
A mere "No," shouted never so loudly, would
not have met the neods of the case. 1 said no
word.
The reporter went away and I took a train for

Niagara Falls, which are twenty-two mile* dis¬
tant from this bud town, where girl* get drunkof night* and reporters trample on corpie* in
th* drawing room* of the brave and the free.

Kudtaru Kirtis*.

IN THE CUMBERLAND RANGE.

A Traveler Tall* in With MoonsWaen and
lias to Prove Up.

From the Detroit Free rrese.
As I was to take a short cot over a spur of the

Cumberland mountains in northern Tennessee,
I hired a oolored boy about fifteen years of age
to go a part of the distance with me. He had a

solemn, serious look and I soon discovered that
he was a philosopher. I had been told that
there were moonshiners in the Cumberlauds
and that the chances were I would bo stopped
and sharply investigated. When ready to part
from the youth, I asked:
"Do you think I'll meet any moonshiners?"
"Hat depends, sah."
"On what?"
"On wheddor somebody hidin' behind de

bresh or rocks doan' pop you ober befo' youkin meet. If he 'un's gun hangs flah yo'unwill probably meet."
It was n hot day in July, but I asked him if

he thought the weather would hold and he
looked at the sky and replied:"Doan' want to say, sah. If it should hold,yon'u wouldn't give me no credit; and if it
should snow, you'n would cuss me oil day.Good,day, sah. Keep to de right arter youcjjfi^ide branch. If aat doan' bring you out,pifiivxum back an' keep to de left."
I bad gone about a mile when the trail

branched, and. after debating the case, I took
the right hand again and went forward, with
the comfortable feeling that I had half of a big
state at my personal disposal to get lost in.
The path suddenly ended, and about that time
a mountaineer stepped from a tbioket on myleft and confronted mo and inquired:
"Whar from, stranger?"
I told him.
"What vou doln' hyar'""Traveling."
"Look hyar!" he said, as he came nearer.

"You's kin either prove up or ye can't."
"That's so."
"You's either all right or you's cum fussin'."
"Well?"
"Kin ye prove up?"
"I'll try.
"Then walk along."
He walked beside me, or behind me, throughthickols and over rough gTouud to a shantyjust at the mouth of a ravine. There wa* a

man, a woman and a boy of twelve there, and
my nose detected the odor of a still. Tho three
people mentioned stood ut the door as we
came up, and the man queried of my con¬
ductor:
"Who's he'un?"
"Gwine to prove up.''
I sat down on a rock, nnd, leaving the boy to

watch me, the other three withdrew a few
yards nnd held a consultation. This lastediiliout five minutes, and when they returned

nijin who had cuptured me said:
1"We'uns is agreed on it. Y'ou's either rev¬
enue or not. Y'ou's can prove up or ye can't"
"Can nny of you read? I asked.
"We kin'or we can't," replied the woman,who

was smoking plug tobacco in a clay pipe."Well, perhaps you've heard of at Mon¬
roe?"
"We monght or we moughtn't," replied the

husband of the woman.
"Well, hore s a line from him. If you are

moonshiners you have sold him whisky aud
know Ikiin to be all right. Here's my card, hfrre
are letters addressed to me at Monroe and you
can overhaul my knapsack."
They couldn't read a line of writing and put

up a job to catch me. After consulting to¬
gether a bit the woman snid:
"What did you say he'uus first name wa*.

George or William? '

"Neither one; it s Henry."
"And doos he'un live in a single or double

log house?"
"In a frame house."
"Which eye is he'un blind in?"
"Neither one. Come, now, he's a big, fleshy

man. wears long whiskers, is bold on top of the
head an<l has a front tooth out. His wife is a
little crosseyed woman, and has two chil¬
dren."
That settled it. and I was at once given a bite

to eat and told to make myself at home. I hnd
some tobacco for the man and pins and needles
for the woman.and the present of a harmonica
set the boy wild with delight.

"S'posin' you'n had shot he'nn down thar!"
suggested the woman to my captor."Then he'un would hev bin dead, of co'se,"he calmly replied.

By and by the men went up to attend the
still and the woman unrolled tho paper of pinsto the last row. opened the paper of needles,and, placing the two spools of thread beside
them, she called to the boy:
"Danny, cum hvar."
"Vans."
"Look in my eye*."
"Tttiis."
"II1 flighty?"
"Hkeercelv, ma'am."
"Well. 1'z'e either flighty or the richest

woman on these vere mountain', an' I wish popwould t(urry back an' tell me which

Ambition Growing by What It Feeds Upon,
from the Now York Tribune.
A man told the following recently to illus¬

trate the folly as well as the wrong of telling
big stories. A young man, whose home i* not
in New York city and not in any other largecity, came to New York a year ago. He ha* a
great opinion of himself and likes to tell "bigstories. A friend, whose lot it was to enter¬
tain the young man, entered into a conspiracywith another man to tell the stranger so manyaud such big stories about themselves that he
could not get a chance to say anything about
himself and would be silent in amazement
aud admiration. This reprehensible scheme'forked" beautifully and the visitor ap-
pu entlv left New York for home with a wonder¬
ful respect for his two friends, who had seen
so much of th* world, had adventures so thrill¬
ing and yet spoke of them in an indiflerent
fashion, "ss if they were a matter of course.
Now for the moral. The young man came to

New York a short while ago on another visit
and this time it was he who entertaiued the
two conspirators with tales wonderful and
marvelous. Nor were these stories new to the
two friends. But they had been much im-

{iroved npon with many tellings. Thev wsr*
onger ana bigger and more exciting. The two
culprit* were atruek dumb at hearing their
own lie* retold them by the one for whom theyhad been specially manufactured.

It was evident that the young man had for¬
gotten whence he got them and from repeatingthem to his friends had come to believe in the
troth of them, for he ran on for boor* retail¬
ing every single lie that had been told him.
He ended by inviting hi* two friends to ac¬
company him in eome of hi* bear huntingtrine, yachting excursions or excursions into
the wUd west. They sat back in wonder,tysteasd to it all and oonfesssd that their pun¬ishment wa* jnst.

TSAXQCIL DKPORTMEXT.

How Tnif Lad lee Art Taneht to KiltUla
. DlfnlM Compotura.

From the New York Time.
At one of the fashionable schools tip town a

tri-weekly exercise for the boarding pupils is an
hour in which repose of manner is taught The
future society leader* are required to enter the
¦mall reception room.which the girl* flippantly
term ''Manner Hall," one by one and ]«ay their
respect* to the professor of this rather peculiar
branch of their education, who awaits their
coming. Not a (ingle unnecessary muscle of
face, body, or limb is brought into play. With
composed features, arms pendant, one U..nd
usually carrying a fan to keep it gracefully and
quietly placed, they glide across the room, sink
into a chair, and carry on a conversation with
their preceptreM. Invitations to dance or

Sromenade are accepted, an ice is eaten, intro-
nctions take place, callers arc received and ho

on all under the mentor's watchful eye and all
with regard only to the absolute tranquility of
behavior.

It is remarkable to one who has never had
the matter especially emphasized to disco .or
how many unnecessary motions the average
young woman indulges in. Whin she is
watched under this pruning process she spareseasily two-thirds of her movements and is a de¬
cided gainer therebT. To some this sort of
teaching mnv seem absurd and fruitless. In
point of fact it is neither. The girls show con¬
tinual progress, and though doubtloes a natural
repose of manner is more successful than an
acquired one, the latter is preferable to fusei-
ness, surely.
At the Metropolitan Opera House the other

evening, in one of the second-tier boxes on the
left-hand side, sat a remarkably beautiful
young woman.a blonde of exquisite coloring
and with beautifully poised neck and head. She
was ths recipient of much attention and it was
a positive pleasure to watch her serene dignity
throughout the evening. Occasionally her fan
was slowly swayed to and fro before her: oftiner
her gloved hands lay easily crossed on her lap.
absolutely quiet. Yet her face was animated, and
there was nothing in her manner to suggest
dullness.
A little nearer ths sta^e on the same tier was

a second young woman in direct contrast. She
was a brunette and also a beautiful girl. Her
manner was all Jerks and motion. She *a«

constantly rushing her vinaigrette up U> her
nose, tossing her head playfully, picking at her
fan, her program, her bouquet, or industri¬
ously pulling out her handkerchief as if to study
its pattern. She was evidently popular, for
plenty of persons were coming from and going
to her box. and the effect of ner uneasy bear¬
ing, as she received and chatted with one and
another, upon the disinterested ol>server at a
distance was a little short of painful. Surely
some lessons in tranquil deportment would not
hare been out of place in this instance.

I*ove Aaodyue.
Ksnlcr H PlVe In Pock.
Dr. Cuspid GEiNDER'snnfc-rfcmnVr. Pauline

titling at table covered with the usiuit periodical*
and stereoscopic views.
Pauline (shivering)..What a pokcrish place!

Although I know that there isn't a thing to be
done to my teeth, I feel as if I were to have
them all pulled without delay.or anesthetics.
(Groansfrom within.) Just hear that, "hv
do dentists always have all the comic papers?
I'm sure I can never look at C,ip-and-Brd*
again without associating it with lamentations
ami the odor of carbolic acid.
Dr. Qeixdlk ^icithin)..Now, then, my dear

The Patient ('ftthin)..'Yah! 0 doctor!
Don't!
Pauline (trrt/aWy)..What a fuss a man

makes if auvtliing hurts him! But a woman
(Sighs.) I don't believe Bertie.Mr. Bangs-
suffered hslf so much as I did when our en¬
gagement was broken, for all the agonies lie
pretended; and bv this time he s probab.v con¬
soled himself with that Cousin Clara of his.
while I.(sigh*again).map-p-pcrfectlv mi.tr.
(Starts up.) No. I'm not! and he may marry
Cousin Clara, if he likes, and be happy with lier
.if he can

.... . . u(Enter abruptly, clasping hntti Pawl* to Ms
swollen fare, scowhng, 'disherited. ttntharen
Youno Max, who assaults door of o/ierating
room).

. _ . ,The Youno Mas..Doctor! Doctor!
Pauline (agitated-apart)..It » B-li-Hcr -

Mr. !
Tkl Docto* (within)..Kindly wait a few

minutes, sir. I in about to administer gari -

Bshtib (eagerly)..Gas! That s just what I
want.quick. Doctor!
The Doctor..You must wait, please.
Bebtie..But I'Ye a most internal tooth.

oh. oh!
The DocTom..The patient in the chair has

three of thsm.
Bertie..And it's kept me awake all the

night.
,The Doctor..The patient in the chair hasn t

slept for a week.
Bertie..And I'm almost craEy.
The Doctor.- The patient in the chair is en¬

tirely so. You really must wait. (To Patient.)
Now open your moiitbw.de and breathe long.
Bertie (desiderate)..Confound the patient in

the chair.confound the Doctor.curse my
tooth.everything be hanged! (Stumble* Mindly
across room and plumps upon sofa, face du"it-
wanL) _ ,Pauline (mwh perturbed)..He hasn t setn
me! Wliat a temper he has'. I'm a fortunate
girl to have escaped marriage with a person
who has so little self-command.who uses such

"ESSjK3£5^-<h-t Scott!
Pauline (tremulously)..He d.tes suffer terri-

blv' Wbv isn't thut Cousin Clara of his here
to'soothe bimV.He certainly needs it.
Bertie (writhing)..O-O-O-Oh O-O-O-Oli.
Pauline (hnlf crying)..Poor fellow.poor,

poor boy! I wont go near him.it wouldn't
be proper.no, I won't.no. no! (I>:trts to
sofa.) I »eg your pardon.sir.but your tooth
seems painful ... _ .,Bertie (without looting up)..Devil.ex¬
tremely painful. . . ,. ,Pauline (ii/mW)..Even if he doe«n t knoiv
me that's no reason why he should kick w hen
I speak to him. \Alo-d.) Permit me to applythis cologne. It may relieve you.

B::Ktie (still face dutcnicard)..Thank you,
Madam. Oh. Jupiter!
Pauline (apart)..Madam! Does my toics

sound as old us that?
The Doctor (within)..K little more gas. sir.
The Patient (within1..Woo-ah! Whuh!
Pauline (fcinlfrly)..How does this feel'.-
Burtie (grab-fully)..Oh, delicious, thank

you. Pray excuse me.not rising.but.Jeru¬
salem, that tooth! Oh!
Pauline (more tenderly)..Let me arrange

the pillow. There, that's better. This is thepainful cheek, isn't it?
.Bertie..Yes.uh!.yoe. Your hand makes

It easier. Madam. _ . . .Pauline (apart)..Madam again! Does my
hand feel as old as that?
The Doctor (within)..Only one' left.

Breathe long.
The Patient (trittm).Huh! Wooh!
Bertie (in fresh paroxytsm)..Oh, Moees!

Oh. mv tooth!
Pauline (sobbing}..It's too bed, yon poor,

dear, blessed, darling!
Bebtie (looking up amazed)..What . that ?

What is she saying?
..... ..Pauline (apart)..Oh. what will I do.or her

Bertie (springing tofeet)..Pauline!
Pauline (retreating behind table). .Sir!
The Doctor (within).It'll soon be over.

One more wrench.
Bertie (rushing upon herV.Pauline! How

good you ere! I hadn't the least idea it was
you!

... . ,Pauline (waving him back)..So I perceived.Bertie..You'll pardou me for lying there,instead of
....Pauline (coldly)..Instead of what, Mr.

Bangs? I did only what any humano personwould do for any suffering.creature.
Bebtie (regaining hi* wits a trifle)..Then you

are willing to relieve suffering creatures?
Pauune (stiffly)..Of course.
Bertie (all ardor)..Relieve me, then; for

Pm one.I don't mean toothache, but heart¬
ache.ever since we broke off.I've been
wretched I
Pauline (enchanted)..Have you, really?
Bertie (seizing her)..Yea, indeed, I Rave.

but it's all right now, isn't it. dear? Here's the
old ring. I've always kept It with me.
Palline (trrcsoiule)..But.but.your CousinClara?
Bertie (persisting)..Will be the wife of myCousin Jack next week. And they were en¬

gaged.when.when we were!
Pauline (surrendering)..O Bertie!
Th£ Doctor (within)..Not quite through.One little dig more.
Pauline (wry earnestly)..But.Bertie, do

you think it quite right to let yourself be faesed
over by a woman.a perfect stranger?Bertie (puttied)..Why.I.£utyou weren't
a perfect stranger.
Pauline..No; but yon didn't knew that
Bertie..You wouldn't have bad me say "Go

.way!" would you?
Pauline (laughing and. crying)..Oh. don't

ask questions, Bertie. What Is this matter with
me? It's what was and always will be the mat¬
ter with me as long as I live, you simple old
bov.being a woman, that's all. You nevereo'lld understand. But I.yea, I do love yea.Bertie, and you may put the ring on again.so!Tre Doctor (witM*)..There, youTI never
have any trouble, rent assured. It's all goo*.

What do you want?
The DoctoW (equally mtrfri*ti)..To attend

to that terrific toothache, of eouree.
Bertie..Toothache? Why, did I have owe?

THE SAME OF -WIT."

THe Sort mt v«w. Thai Can *. Made by
MtrhlMi;.

From the X«w York Hrrs!<L
'.I tell you I was w ith somr smart people

night." said a broker to a friend orer the lunch
table yesterday.
"Some of 'em are sort of literary, write for

the uid that kunl of thing, andeonie
of em were not, but they ware all smart. One
girl.awful pretty girl.proponed th*t wr
should play something she caiie.1 'Wit.' I don I
care much abont game*, but that girl was »o

prettr 1 was ready to do anything the wanted,
and so were tU rest of the men. for the women
had to come in. too.
"Did you ever hear of 'Wit?'"
"Never heard of yours." was the irreverent

reply.
"Sever mind, never mind about that." Mid

the broker calmly. "You 11 hear of it now I
quite distinguished myself." And he beganpulling pa j>crs out of his coat-tail pockets andtaring them, still folded, on the table.

VERM MAXIMO MAPK EASY.
"That game of "Wit." " aaid he. "it making

poetry. Yomrouldn't think you could srsr do
it, but yon can.

"It is this way : Every person has . penciland paper, and each one writes ou the top . f
the paper any noun, then foMs tt down so that
the word csn't be seen and passes it to the next.
Grand change all around, you see. Then each
one writes an adjective, fold, charge again,then a verb: then finally a question. Kverv
time you write anything your sovereign will
suggests. Then one more change, and youhave to write a verse, using all tho«e words m
it and answering thi.t question. It * '"u °f
fun.when an uncommonly pretty girl is
running tiie thing and sitting next you."According to the Simon t>urs original game
you can write anything you like, but the prettygirl.last night she begged us not to writ*
such words as potatoes, ur scrub or measles
she said. 'Write words that it was possible to
be sentimental with, so that people could
write whatever kind of poetry they wanted to.'
"It come out pretty soon tliat she is a regu¬lar dab at sentimental pwrtrr her* If. Oh. yes:1 tell you she's smart more srays than one. as

well as pretty.
"Let me read you some of the verses.

machine mai>k samples.
"Now. here's one of the girls'. I tall yon it's

real poetry. If you've got any soul.well, here
you see are the words and question. Verb,
laugh; adjective, rich: noun, lovers; question.When is love sweetest? listen." He readj sonorously, with expressive swayings of the
head:

Lot# fa sweetest at it* birth.
Then4au»r)i mil thecolden hour*.Love i* sweetea: *Ltn iite's dearth
81aj i« sojrhler bi>|«*a. lade* paler llovin.

Love i* swaeteat VbfD Ion* yearaHaw |trt»v«>l liow rt«h it* dear content.Let lovers claim ijietgods .or i**era,Olympus fur their joye ia lent.

'.Now isn't that wonderful to be done in fif¬
teen ininutea? Fifteen miuutea «m our time
limit. Thin is the one 1 did didn't take n.e
five minutea. I whs r.thnmed of it after 1
heard that beautiful pom. but ahe aaid it was
good, aud laughed at it a lot," and again he
read.

Love is ¦'weeteat when the lovers «re rirh.The a they can lau^n at Kriei anti all atefc.
"She aaid it was clever to get in all in two

line*. Here's another. The noun *«m» lamp:adjective, merry; verb, rush: and queatiou.Where arc the snow* of jreater year?.*Hcre'a her*.
They frort, perrhaaca *ome peak of Alpine srlenrtor,'.N ut (i t h** Iniiii' nf nuftit stil! ahowinr lair. I wiat;Or if to heavt n ineir pure life th*»y did r -u i»-r.TLej died a Aa|*py death, by sunshine ki-aed.
Now n«»v.- snow* mak* the ?nrni'fit of the :nea<k»w,Orewvll uw mirij naek * i H»untr.tn straai But wben 'iore tiie »pntur flies tl-e \. inter'* ahadow,They, tco, shall be the aieaiory of a dream!

'Thia is mine." He hurried on rapidly as
he faw his victim getting reatlcsa:

White are the Knows of yosier yesr!All! w.'io can truess eo s*rt a conundrum?A«k u.e eoaie ..jerry mm, my dvar.And 'round the lamp ae'U ruah the fan wid 'em.

"Pretty good, ain't it?
..Well, after we'd done this awhile the girl.

no. I won't tell you her name promoted that
wj nil try to write a stanza like some joet, aort

I of ir. his swing we corJd go pet a book in the
library if we wanted to and look at anything
we wished to imitate. I dropped out then, but
she wrote a wonder- No. sir, ane hadn't written
it before. They gave each other natnea and
they gave her Swinburne, because they thoughthe waa hai-iest. And she wrote this:
Tiie sweet blooms sprinir by the rushing water.The small leaves w,i S*r of euuimer's birth.The ewttt year flies to her tsir*.*: t'&uaiiter.Thechiui of lar.rhter Hint *ove and tnirta.The child of lsuirhtcr and ndrtu aii l love,Shf'Werinir )*..- lieit»m utn\ s^nvs aoove:Through im>ntha oi storuis und -..rroas we aoogtit her.Now »we*-t Joya»n-uw sweetrr trom w.nter's dearth'.
"Now don't that best Swinburne hollow? I

tell yon that girl.sw, just w:ti? s minute! All
right; good by; but when you trj it yourselfyou'll find poetry more interesting!"

FOl'R FA!It OV ACKH.

A Remarkable Poker Guar Between Tweed
and Black Joe Omens.

From the Albany Expr<.»».
There recently died in Chicago sn old negro

named Joe Owens. At the time of his death
he »a< head be llman at the Iceland Hotel in
that city. Years ago, when Tweed was in his
glory, Joe was employed in the Ilelavan in this
city. There used to be some heavy poker play¬
ing in that hotel during thone lively times and
Tweed's room wa» generally the headquarters
of the game. Joe waa a great favorite with
Tweed, as indeed he was with most of the "high
rollers" at the capital. Tweed had Joe made the
special guardian of his room and no on« could
ever get in there if Joe said no.
The old darkey happened to step into the

apartment oue evening when a more than or¬
dinarily big game was in progress. In front of
a man named Shepard was a stack of chipsrepresenting £5.000. Joe was an inveterate
poker player himself in those days, he and the
other colored boys having s game going on
most of the time in their quarters.and when he
saw that great hi»a;> of money hia eye* lairlybulged out of his head.
"rob de Lawd, but I wish I was in dat sr

game." said Joe, with a gasp. A thought came
to Mr. Shephsrd. He sent Joe down stair* ou
some errand, and during his absence a "Cold
deck'' was run in mid tixed for the darky'sspecial benefit. When Joe came back Mr.
Snepard r.skcd him to play a hand or two for
him while he went out. Joe, with his heart
besting high, took the seat and began to play.Wbeu two or three hands had been passed Joe
was startled at getting four sees. He trembled
all over, but just then Mr. Shepard returned,aud. looking over Joe's shoulder, said. "»io for
them. Joe; go for them." Joe did go for them.
Everybody but Tweed dropped out of the game.He kept on raising, while Joe, eucoursged byMr. Shcpsrd. raised him every time until the
darky had piled the *5,000 in the center of the
table.
Then Tweed called him, «nd Joe, his eyesfairlv gleaming with wild excitement, threw

down his four sees, while be reached for the
money, saving, "What you got dah, Miisss
Tweed?"
"Four aces," aaid the boss, coolly, layingthem dowu.
"Fo aces!" cried Jo. "Fo'aces! 'Fore de

Lawd, Msswt Tweed, how can you hab fo' sees?"
The gamblers had had their fun anil had seen

Joe excited. They were readv to go on with
their own game, so Shepard shoved s *100 Liil
into Joe s bauds and thrust him ont into the
hall, saving: "Oet out of here, you black
scamp; you talk about playing poker, and yondon t know there are eight aces in a pokerdeck; get ont."
A hundred dollars at any other time would

hare made Joe supremely happy, but. dazed
with the big play he had just been having aud
knocked out by "the result, be forgot hit wealth
in his abject misery and mortification.

Determined to Flease Him.
Particular customer.."I want an oyster

¦tew, and I don't want the oysters and liqnors
and milk nil mixed in a mass and merely heated,
i want the milk carefully boiled first, then the
oyster* added, next the liquor, and finally,
after it is taken off, the seasoning. Be very
particular about the milk. It aiust be sweet
and rich, and above all things be careful to
get good butter. Only the best snd freshest
gilt-edge dairy butter should be used. As for
the oysters I want the very fines* to be
obtained anywhere; no common mad oysters
for me. Now, don't forget. "|

Waiter."Yes, sah. Do yon wish lbs
oysters with or without, sah?"
Customer."With or without wbatT"
Waiter."Pearls, sah.".tzekang*.

A Natural b'sprsseteu
»Mm ths Philadelphia Ttmas.
"Will yuu taks inmsthtsg to driakT
"With plsasurs."
The picture was finished and ths sitter ex¬

pressed his satisfaction at its life-like look.
"But what about that little invitation?*
"Oh, sir, that is just a trad* ran of Mia* togive a natural and interested expression to theZmu."

TW Rr«*ni of I'Mwm
rnaiut.

Alpbiiwo ha* bxn rejected and i)i|r
upon suicide.

He t*ke« . dose of rough-ou-rata, but mi
arasputlieUe doctor maiiugo* to pull I
througu.

IT® jumps off the ferry boat, but is imr
diatelv rescued.

He closes his room ami I(loss <>llt the km. l>nt
his ever-watchful landlady in too mach for him.

He gives "back talk" to . New York Jwillow
mail. I>ut fate is still against hnu, auJ he IS not
clubbed to death.

Persuades a friend to point a didn't-know-ifc-
Wi fcl>ik<l revolver at him. but the friend
proves a bad shot.

Trie* the old-fashioned plan, baft witbMt
success.

Bat at last ha bin "A. Onid* to Health i
Manual to Physical Culture," and after o
sctenuously practicing its precepts.

T|m


